Algiers

I remember taking the ferry to Algiers

Along the Mississippi and walking in

Brilliant sun on a morning so quiet

It was nearly like being in a dream.

The bait shop sign said gone fishing

And not another soul gazed at water

The color of cobalt or sniffed the faint

Aroma of marine life teeming

Beneath the waveless pools.

Big trucks thundered across 

the silhouetted skeleton of a 

steel span in the distance, overhead,

that had replaced the small red

and yellow ferry barge, not due for

forty minutes yet and too slow for

those drive-by lives in transit.

I scuffed along the muddy brown clay;

Wiped away my prints with a fallen branch

And understood--that this was

Where the world was.
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